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being who haunts and misleads the blinded sinner; he may be
taken as the Devil in person, or as the writer's material symbol for
the man's evil self now in command of all his actions. But then
there is the satire. The new Faust and Mephistopheles were an
integral part of this, and no mere afterthoughts. There can be
little doubt of Hogg's satirical motive, after such a passage as the
old Cameronian Penpunt's account of Satan's plots against the
faithful in general and the pious town of Auchtermuchty in
particular- The enemy of mankind "was the firmest believer in
a* the truths of Christianity that was out o' Heaven; an', sin'
the Revolution that the Gospel had turned sae rife, he had been
often driven to the shift o' preaching it himsel." Penpunt goes
on:
" Gin ever he observes a proud professor, wha has mae than
ordinary pretensions to a divine calling, and that reards and prays
till the very howlets learn his preambles, thafs the man Auld
Simmie fixes on to mak a dishclout o*. He canna get rest in Hell,
if he sees a man, or a set of men o' this stamp, an', when he sets
fairly to work, it is seldom that he disna bring them round till his
ain measures by hook or by crook. Then, Oh ! it is a grand price
for him, an* a proud Devil he is, when he gangs hame to his ain
ha', wi' a batch o' the souls o' sic strenuous professors on his
back."
Satan rejoiced when " the people o' the town o' Auchtermuchty
grew so rigidly righteous that the meanest hind among them
became a shining light in ither towns an' parishes." Auld Robin
Ruthven heard ae corbie speaking, an' another answering him:
" Where will the ravens find a prey the night? " " On the lean
crazy souls o' Auchtermuchty," quo the tither. " I fear they will
be o'er wrappit up in the warm flannens o' faith, an' clouted wi'
the dirty duds o' repentance, for us to make a meal o'," quo the
first. " Whaten vile sounds are these that I hear coming bumming
up the hill ? " " Oh, these are the hymns and praises o' the auld
wives and creeshy louns o' Auchtermuchty, wha are gaun crooning
their way to Heaven; an', gin it warna for the shame o' being
beat, we might let our great enemy tak them. For sic a prize as
he will hae! Heaven, forsooth ! What shall we think o* Heaven,
if jit be to be filled wi' vermin like thae, amang whom there is
mair poverty and pollution than I can name."